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seventy years 
Across the grass, light feet 
to and fro. 
Backward in time two hundred years 
untamed, savage feet 
slipped across this ground. 
Would that stone age man 
know this place, 
this temple to peculiar gods. 
From a dung hill on the river bank 
to a sprawling confusion of tar paper shacks, 
to a jumble of buildings, crumbling 
. . . and being rebuilt. A city. 
Across the grass, on the knoll, 
a string of feet, year to year. 
A line of children marching, 
chanting across the worn paths, 
across the foot-worn stones. 
Chanting: Let us look in the corners. 
Let us search in dark hallways. 
Let us reach out to the universe of unknown man 
and touch cool minds. 
From slate tablets under shading trees 
to a book in candle light. 
To a jungle of Technology, growing 
. . . regrowing. From night— 
to the gradual birth of each man. 
From the kindling fire—out toward 
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So I am a soft wet body hiding in my clamshell or else a 
man of many key holes; no key. Or in the night the green music 
or a whippoorwill 4 remembered shadows with unknown faces 
taunting me with heavy guns . . . cry on the sandy beach of 
someplace with palm trees . . . who held the boat when we 
dragged the body back to the beach, and who was she that 
drowned. Nobody cared . . . the coroner was a bitter man; he 
wished some one would claim her. 
The naked bulb above the table cast a yellow circle about 
the darkened room. A soft tin cutting sound, a swish of released 
pressure, a clatter of beer cans and the room was still. 
"You tired tonight, honey ?" 
"Yeah. . . . shove those pretzels over." 
Sliding sounds, rustle of a dress, scent of nuit d'amour, rat-
tle of wind on the windows . . . yellow light . . . after we left the 
beach we walked through the streets . . . a bottle of bourbon ... 
in the hotel room 
	 a bed, two chairs, a table, one window over-
looking a tide water bay . . . of course the desk clerk was super-
cilious, but the bottle in a paper bag was sufficient luggage. 
Sound of a breath let out slowly to control a rumbling belch, 
cars roared across an intersection, a clash of cymbals built up far 
away behind the deeper chords of the city. 
"When did Jane get back from California?" 
"Just this morning . . . husband left her out there pregnant, 
shipped out I guess." 
"Where's the kid ?" 
"Orphanage." 
"Damned women should know better." 
"Um." 
. . then we had another drink . . . the sheet was like an 
insulator on my legs, but the windows were open . . . "we ought 
to get married, Cal." The breeze ruffled the sheet . . . "Cal? I 
believe I'm . . . Cal? Are you asleep?" The sheet whispered as 
I rolled over on my side . . . 
"What's wrong, Cal ? You haven't said a dozen words to- 
night." 
Muted sound of a tin can set down on the tablecloth . . . soft 
flash of a ring as fingers ran through dull brown hair. 
"I've been thinking, Ruth." 
"Thinking ?" 
(5) 
Whisper of cloth . . . shadows darting on the table. Cool 
touch . . . pale hand resting softly on a sun-browned arm. A 
muscle movement and groping fingers find each other; the hand 
held hard against a stubble cheek . . . soft, cool . . . 
. . . the beach umbrella rumbled in the puffs of wind . . 
I had no pride remembering pretended sleep, now feeling fingers 
on my shoulder as I drowsed again . . the hollow echoes of ice 
deep in a thermos bottle, another drink . . A tiger in the sands 
. . . a noose . . . no, a pit with spears waiting at the bottom . . . 
yes, a pitfall . . . who will weep over the dead predator . . . We 
swam out beyond the buoys; out to separation in a jungle of 
green water. 
"Thinking about us; about this whole mess." 
Soft fingers clenched. Outside the apartment a sound of 
voices. Shadows beyond the circle of light leaned inward toward 
the source. 
"How long have I been seeing you now?" 
"Cal . . ." 
"How long? . . Six months? . . A year? Ruth, where are 
we going ?" 
"I don't want to tie you down . . . someday . . ." 
"A year then. Up and down the stairs . . . I could walk the 
halls blindfolded . . . one night here then somewhere else. Some-
day I might not come back. Just out to the bar on the corner and 
never return." 
A change of the breeze against the curtains, a sudden music 
from near by, then silence. Angular wrinkles across a moist fore-
head, two shapes leaning forward under a dull light. On the table 
between, a cigarette burned forgotten in an ashtray; an empty 
can sat in a ring of moisture. 
. . . first the thirst then a hunger . . . then down to some-
place with a fancy name to lend romance to a gathering place—
a waterhole—for vultures and predators . . . one drink . . we 
sat in the shadows at the back table . . . Soft laughter and a 
silver tinkle of bracelets . . . then days . . . then nights . . . and 
other bars . . . what was her name? . . . She had blond hair and 
the sea water ran from it softly . . her lips were warm; or were 
they cold and blue . .. they dumped her casually on the sand and 
covered her with a blanket ... we stood around and smoked until 
the ambulance came . . . 
The scrape of a chair across the floor . . . throat sounds and 
an expelled breath . . . 
"Someday . . . " 
"Yeah I'll change, I suppose." 
Soft hands upon a muscled shoulder caressing gently, soft 
eyes that looked beyond the light to shadows. 
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"There's something I should tell you, Ruth." 
"What . ." 
"It's like a pressure. I feel it here inside me, but I can't 
say it." 
A pounding hand against the table . . . twice . . . three times, 
then silence and wrinkled brows. 
"It's not important." 
"It has to be.. . . it has to be." 
Soft hands smoothing back his hair . . . head leaned down 
to the table . . . 
... and other hands that stroked and soothed upon the nape 
of my neck; I dreamed they clawed into the tender flesh . . . 
but did they? . . . "who is she, son?" . . . "I don't know." . . . 
"You weren't with her, then?" . . . "No." 
"Should I say I love you ?" 
"It would be nice to hear." 
44
. • . not knowing whether it is true or not?" 
"Even then." 
Open windows and the sounds of night; the sounds of a city 
relaxing. Two faces close together in a yellow light. Alley smell 
at the windows. 
.. in other nights, we listened to the harbor half at rest ... 
Foghorns . . . whispers of love, but laughter . . . Next day the 
streets, the beach, the bar? ... who cares which . . . Next month 
. . . somewhere, another hotel, another beach, another bar . . . 
sometimes a job . . . 
"Is it right for us to live this way?" 
"We're happy, Cal." 
"Perhaps." 
A hand clutching a beer can . . . muscles tensed . . . soft 
light, soft shadows, silence . . . 
"We . . . " 
"Cal ?" 
"I don't know . . . something I have to say . . . I don't know." 
Hand rubbed hard against a forehead. Angular shadows on 
the table as two hands cover up a wrinkled face. The hands fell 
to the table and opened another beer. 
. . . another drink before we swam . . . out in the green wa-
ter, sunlight glare against the eyes . . . "Cal . . . Cal, I'm cramp-
ing, Cal." . . . a wave between us, I heard her scream . . . the 
beach was far away .. . Her name was . . . something . . . When 
the autopsy revealed her pregnancy, they called it suicide . . . I 
turned my back and swam away . . . the tiger wary of the trap 
prowls on the beach . . . 
(7) 
"Marry me, Ruth." 
"What . . . " 
"It isn't right . . . not good to feel this way. To feel that 
we're doing wrong even though we're not." 
"Cal." 
Two faces in the yellow light, together. Ashes and beer rings 
on the table cloth. Shadows leaning in again to feel a sudden 
warmth. 
. . . another bar, another drink . . . another bar, another 
drink .. . until the night was filled with neon pictures of a limp 
blonde dripping water from her nose, laxly smiling at some last joke on herself . . . 
Warm light against warm fingers. Secret smiles ; the tiger, 
forgotten, sleeps for a while. 
BEHOLD, THE CLOUDS! 
BY MARILYN TALLEY 
Behold, the clouds ! 
Once feathery objects of delight. 
Dark monsters of such glowering might. 
They roar their anger, 
ferocious as the wounded lion. 
Now the night devours 
the few feeble gleams 
which yet penetrated the thickening haze. 
Not one ray shines through 
to satisfy man's eager gaze. 
The moon no longer can be seen. 
The stars in darkness are obscured. 
Clouds blot out the very firmament. 
By the evidnece of these not seen 
Man denies his existence. 
Midnight encompasses this sphere. 
Yet, but a few hours, the dawn will come. 
The sun will rise to look upon a new earth. 
The moon and stars will again come to view. 
Yes, the dawn will come ; It must come! Swiftly 
before man ceases to hope. It must come! 
(8) 
SHINE 
BY NANCY FRANKLIN 
The apple stand is way over on Third Street, clear across 
town. I remember the day the old, lame man set it up. It was in 
the early summer and when I found him working, I stayed to 
watch. I remember how glorious I thought it would be to have 
an apple store—a whole store of apples! I sat down across the 
street in front of Mac's Umbrella Stand, where I could watch the 
whole proceedings. 
I haven't forgotten yet how the appleman looked that day. 
I wondered if I had ever seen a man so strikingly rugged and 
sturdy, and yet he was lame and in a wheel chair. How old he 
might have been, I do not know. To me, he was as old and as wise 
as this world. His shoulders were broad and square, and he held 
his head straight and high. His complexion was as a mellowed 
pear—only tinged with tans and browns. 
The appleman worked all that day. He never stopped ; he 
never even noticed me. On and on he worked as if he never tired 
at all. He built shelves as high as he could reach. I waited to see 
what sign he would put up, but he never put one up at all. He 
finished his shelves, gathered his tools, and wheeled away when 
it was almost dark. 
I did not think of the apple stand again until one day the 
next fall, when I took the long way home from school—down 
Third Street. There it was ! What a glorious sight it was! Beauti-
ful, shiny apples lined each shelf. Each apple was "enamelled." 
Each shone so brightly that light bounced from it glimmeringly: 
apples on every shelf—nothing but apples! I stood there a mo-
ment enamored by the splendid sight. No crystal shop, no dis-
play of rubies or emeralds could have surpassed such splendor. 
In the back of the stand sat the appleman. He polished an apple 
in his hand. Methodically, exactingly, he rubbed and polished the 
apple. He was completely unaware of my presence, or of his 
surrounding world. And, for that moment, I too was unaware 
of the shrieking of gears and the air brakes of buses ; the bicker-
ing of children passing and the indiscrete horns of impatient 
motorists. For that moment, I had escaped the clutch with which 
this intricate world holds us. For that moment, I was a part of 
the appleman's world, surrounded only by polished, glimmering 
flawless apples, red and shining. 
I stepped up to the doorway and asked, almost in a whisper 
—afraid I might break the wonderful bubble of the world I had 
found: "What do you do?" 
He tilted his head, still polishing his apple. I remember his 
eyes that day—deep pools of rich blues. They looked as if they 
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had witnessed all the problems of the ages and had solved each 
of them, one by one. "I shine," he answered simply. 
From then on, I made Third Street my route home. There 
was something about the appleman, radiant and alive and aglow! 
He seldom looked up from his polishing. 
The children teased and laughed about him. They called 
him "Always Apples," and joked about which was the "apple 
of his eye." I suppose they never stopped long enough to really 
see the glow about the man himself. 
Yesterday I stopped to say, "Hello." The appleman was not 
there! On the counter lay an old-looking piece of paper. On it 
was written, "I shine." Beneath it was his signature, "Mr. Ap-
pleman." The old man had died. I looked at the shelves. Each 
apple seemed to shine even more radiantly than before! Each 
was sparkling and bright. Each was a little bit of lustre—all that 
was left of Mr. Appleman. 
BACCHANALIA ON FRATERNITY ROW 
BY NORMAN aLIFT 
Oh, Joy, our song is a drive-in-movie, 
A hamburger stand, and custard ice cream. 
To doze on the beach and listen to music. 
Oh, Joy, it's the most. 
The Draft awaits us, but we are delivered 
By gin, and deferment, and a solid crip course. 
Who cares for a home, progress, or challenge? 
Give us security and a guaranteed wage, 
Short hours, light work, a pension at fifty, 
A case of beer and an outboard boat. 
Oh, Joy, our song is a drive-in-movie, 
A hamburger stand, and custard ice cream. 
(10) 
CALEB AND THE IRON 
MONSTER 
BY BILL FREE 
Caleb never worked a day 
in his life as far as I know. He just sits in that chair in front 
of Dunley's General Store. No-
body knows how he stays alive, 
but he does. 
Caleb has been sitting 
there for as long as I can re-
member. When I was a boy I'd 
come to town with Pap to get 
some provisions and Caleb'd be 
sitting there. He always had a 
crowd of young'ens around him. 
He liked to show off for them. 
He could whittle a point on the 
end of a stick faster than any-
body, he could spit clean across 
the road and into the ditch on 
the other side, and he could make the best 
McWilliamson County. 
And talk about telling tales—well Caleb was the champion. 
He'd talk about how it was before the yankees came and burned 
down the plantations and freed the niggers and he'd talk about 
the war. Somebody'd ask him if he ever saw a real live yankee 
and Caleb'd snort and spit tobacco juice and say, "Why boy, 
back in '64 this valley was swarming with yankees just like that 
piece of watermellon yonder is swarming with yellow jackets," 
and we'd look at the half-eaten piece of watermellon that always 
seemed to be lying around in the dust in front of the store and 
gasp because we couldn't believe that there were as many 
yankees in the world as there were yellow jackets on that rind. 
And then Caled'b go on for hours about the war. Of course, Caleb 
wasn't alive back in '64 and he really didn't know what he was 
talking about, but I guess that didn't matter much when we were 
kids. 
One day one of us asked Caleb why he was always sitting 
there in that chair and he said: 
"Boy, when I was about your age I was walking down that 
very street there and I seen this chair sitting here in front of 
Dunley's General Store. So I sot down and I got to thinking, 
`Caleb, I don't see why you should work plowing and driving 
hickory whistle in 
mules and chopping wood all your life like everybody else. Why 
don't you just sot here for a spell.' " 
And Caleb has been sitting there ever since. He's an old 
man now so I guess he must have been sitting in that chair for 
at least sixty years. Like I say, nobody knows how he stays alive 
or why he ain't never got up out of that chair. 
Plenty of people have tried to get Caleb to move. They've 
tried to talk him into moving, trick him into moving, scare him 
into moving and force him into moving. But Caleb hasn't budged. 
He's sort of a landmark. 
When I was a kid we'd try to trick him into moving. One of 
us would yell, "Look out, Caleb, they's a big long rattler behind 
you!" But Caleb would just grin and say, "If'n he bites me, he'll 
git pisened," and we'd all shout with glee. 
Once a tornado came down the valley. Folks tried to per-
suade Caleb to get up and go to a storm shelter before he got 
blown away but Caleb just said, "If the Good Lord means for 
me to move, He'll move me." 
He sat there all during the tornado. It blew down the post 
office just up the street from the general store, but it didn't 
touch Caleb. Caleb took that as an omen and after that he was 
more stubborn than ever about not moving. 
I guess Caleb has had plenty of hard times, like the bad 
winter we had in '37. It went below zero but Caleb sat there all 
wrapped up in an overcoat and smoking a corn cob pipe while the 
snow piled up past his shoetops. 
And there was the time the PTA decided that Caleb was a 
bad influence on us kids and tried to have him moved by law. 
Caleb wouldn't get up to go to the courtroom so they held the 
trial right there on the dusty street. Caleb spoke in his own 
defense and by the time the judge decided that Caleb was with-
in his rights, half the people in the county were there to cheer 
him. The story of the trial got in the Atlanta newspapers and 
Caleb became a celebrity. 
Once the governor himself came to ask Caleb to get up and 
go to the voting poll with him. Caleb looked him in the eye 
and said, "Governor, if you'll bring the voting poll to me I'll be 
proud and happy to make my "X" by your name, but I ain't 
fixing to get up out of my chair for no man!" 
In our state any man who would say that to our governor is 
looked on with respect. People came to Caleb to settle their per-
sonal problems and to tell them when to plant corn. Caleb be-
came the last word on everything. When Caleb said, "It's been 
a powerful hot and dry summer," it had been powerful hot and 
dry summer! 
That's the way things were for as long as I could remember 
until one day when I came to town to get a sack of oats. As 
usual Caleb, the preacher, and Jim Dunley were sitting in front 
of the general store talking. The preacher is respected in our 
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town almost as much as Caleb. He and Caleb would discuss 
things in general, and Jim and whoever else happened to be in 
town would sit around and listen. By the time I got into town 
that day Caleb and the preacher had established a new United 
States foreign policy, raised the market price on hogs, settled 
two arguments about the Bible and decided that it would rain 
the next Wednesday. 
I probably would have gotten my oats and started home; 
but as I was about to leave, Caleb started making a speech and 
I stayed around to listen. It was a firey damn-the-dirty-carpet-
baggers-anyhow type of speech and everybody in hearing dis-
tance was listening to what Caleb had to say. 
About this time Lud Wilson, the train agent, came running 
down the street from the depot. The only time Lud runs is when 
he is excited, so I guess we'd have all thought something was 
up, seeing him running like that, only we were watching Caleb. 
Lud came running up and hollered, "Hey, fellers! I've got 
big news. There's one of them brand new diesel locomotives 
coming through here at two o'clock this afternoon. Says so right 
here in this telegram. It's running from Atlanta to Chattanooga 
and it'll come right through here!" 
Lud was hollering so loud that pretty soon everybody in 
town was crowded around the store, all excited and talking at 
once about the locomotive. The clammer interrupted Caleb's 
speech and he sulked down in his chair and didn't say a word. 
Jim Dunley was more excited than anybody. He hollered, 
"You mean one of them big iron monsters that comes flying 
through lickity split like God knows what?" 
"That's right," Lud said. "Be doing eighty miles an hour 
when it comes through here." 
I remembered the preacher talking about one of them once 
so I asked him, "Didn't you see one of them the last time you 
were in Atlanta, preacher ?" 
"I sure did," the preacher said. "It's all silvery and stream-
lined. When it's running it looks like a bolt of lightning." 
This excited people more. 
By this time Caleb was pretty disgusted so he looked up and 
yelled, "Ain't you people seen a railroad train before? If you've 
seen one you've seen 'em all. They just come running through 
belching smoke and fire like a damn stove pot. I don't see what 
all the fuss is about!" 
"But Caleb," Lud said, "this one doesn't belch fire and 
smoke. It's a diesel." 
"I know enough about railroad trains to know if they ain't 
belching fire and smoke they ain't running," Caleb said. 
"It's the truth, Caleb," the preacher said. "This train runs 
faster than anything I've seen in all my sixty-eight years and 
there ain't any smoke or fire coming from it anywhere." 
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"Then what makes it run ?" Caleb asked. 
This stopped the preacher for a minute. He really didn't 
know what made the thing run, but he didn't want any of us 
to know that, so he said, like he knew all the time, "It runs on 
this new fangled atomic power." 
Caleb looked at the preacher and then he looked at Lud and 
said, "Lud what time is this thing coming through here ?" 
"Two o'clock," Lud said. 
Galeb said, "I aim to get up and see it." 
For a minute everybody just stood there and then the 
loudest clammer I ever heard broke lose. People were running 
around yelling at the top of their lungs, "Caleb is going to get 
up, Caleb is going to get up !" It was the most exciting thing 
that ever happened in our town. 
The news spread like wildfire and pretty soon everybody in 
the whole county was rushing into town; whole families from 
grandpa down to the smallest young'en came to see if Caleb 
was really going to get up. 
Now Caleb always was a show-off so he waited until a big 
crowd collected before he tried to get up. When the street was jammed from one end to the other Caleb figured that nobody 
else could possibly get into town so he waved his hand and 
called for attention. 
"Ladies and gentlemen," he said. Seeing as how I ain't got 
up out of this chair for quite a spell, it'll take some concentrat-
ing. So will you please not make no noise while I'm getting up." 
The crowd gathered around the store and a hush fell over 
town. 
Caleb started to get up. He grunted and strained until the 
muscles in his arms were knotted and the sweat ran down his 
face, then he fell back down in his chair. The crowd moaned and 
groaned. (I always figgered that Caleb did this just to hear the 
crowd moan and to add a little excitement because he did the 
same thing twice more, and twice more the crowd moaned and 
groaned.) 
The fourth time Caleb stood upright and waved to the 
crowd. 
People hollered and laughed and cheered. Babies started 
crying and two women fainted. A band brought over from the 
county seat begin shakily playing "For He's A Jolly Good Fel-
low" and everything was like the county fair. 
A feller from Life Magazine came to take some pictures so 
Caleb sat down and got up again. The second time Caleb got up 
the crowd cheered louder than ever. 
Then with the band leading the way Caleb walked up the 
street to the depot, the crowd close behind. 
Now we didn't know it but while Caleb was trying to get up 
the streamlined diesel locomotive went by. Nobody saw it. It 
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could have been because it went by so fast or because it wasn't 
belching any smoke and fire, but I guess the reason we didn't 
see it was because we were all watching Caleb. 
When Caleb and the crowd got to the depot, Caleb stood 
on the platform and the crowd lined up and down the track. 
Everybody was looking south, waiting for the locomotive to 
come. 
It didn't come. The people waited some more but it still 
didn't come. About dark folks started getting a little restless. 
Some of the ones that came from far away and had to get up 
early the next morning left. The later it got the more of them 
left until midnight there were only a half-dozen still waiting. 
By morning Caleb was the only one standing there. 
Caleb has been standing at that station looking down that 
track ever since. I don't know how he stays alive, but he does. 
Some folks are starting to say that Caleb isn't very bright, but 
I'll say this for him ; when he makes up his mind to do some-
thing man nor child, cold nor tornado, governor nor PTA can 
make him change it until he sees fit. 
I guess it'll take one of them flying saucers to make him 
move again. 
WARRIOR'S SONG 
BY NORMAN CLIFT 
We were far-marching 
A-down to the river 
To sail our fair vessels away to the sea. 
Church steeple was searching 
For an earth-fulcrumed lever 
To pry at the dawning and lift up the day. 
We left in shadows 
The homes of our fathers 
To search for the sun with our fingers of flame. 
Now down in the meadows, 
The night's gentle feathers 
Brush over old cinders and whisper our doom. 
We golden-clad warriors with invincible spears 
Have left for our rooftops, a handful of stars. 
(15) 
LIGHT-UP TIME 
BY SHEILA YOUNG 
PROLOGUE 
You remember the story of Prometheus' journey from Mt. 
Olympus to bring fire to man, don't you? Well, did anyone ever 
tell you why Prometheus risked his life to give man fire? The 
answer is simple, of course. How else could Adam have lighted 
his pipe? The gods were very angry with Prometheus and sen-
tenced him to eternal punishment, for he broke up their mo-
nopoly on the tobacco trade with St. Lucky. 
* 	 * 
Our modern world owes a great debt of gratitude to Prome-
theus, and each day millions of people blow smoke rings in his 
honor. Progress has marched on in glorious regalia down through 
tobacco history. Little Johnny, born with a regular "Old Silver" 
between his teeth, grew up to invent king-sized "Old Silver." 
Tobacco advertisements have blasted across our nation until 
even the most determined non-smoker can tell you what "Fault-
roy" cigarettes have that no other filter tip cigarettes have. The 
modern smoker is happy as long as he knows "that sweet cylin-
der of sin" is within his reach. 
High correlations between certain physical ailments and 
excessive smoking do not alter the tobacco sales in America. 
Anyway, the only difference between the death of a smoker and 
a non-smoker is that the smoker dies from lung cancer caused 
by cigarettes while the non-smoker just dies from lung cancer. 
* * * 
EPILOGUE 
"I hate to keep you waiting, St. Peter, but I just gotta have 
another cigarette." So the chorus of modern man has sung for 
many years. Now, with the installment of ash trays in heaven, 
man no longer has to stop in front of the pearly gates for that 
last puff. 
Heaven today is divided not into denominational sections 
but into smokers' and non-smokers' paradises. The smokers can 
exhale their fumes of nicotine without offending the sensitive 
noses of the non-smokers. In non-smokers' paradise clean air 
prevails unscented by even the slightest tobacco odor, while over 
in smokers' paradise the smell of stale tobacco hangs low over all. 
This arrangement would seem to be perfect; but alas, a 
grave problem arises. In non-smokers' paradise only a few souls 
are stretched out enjoying the heavenly rest, while in smokers' 
paradise there is standing room only. 
(16) 
AUTUMN IS 
BY DIANE FENNELL 
. . . a feeling, a smell, an exuberance. 
A freshness to fill the lungs or clear a 
head of cobwebs. A singing heart, a 
sparkling eye, a rosy cheek. 
It is a slow drizzle, damp leaves, cold 
hands, wet lashes. A gray sky, a warm 
fire, a good book. 
. . . a color composed of many colors, 
a stirring of the artist's soul, a thought-
full look, a warm glow, a happy face. 
It is a brisk step, a football yell, a 
flash of color, a victorious feeling, a 
strand of soft music, a gathering of youth. 
. . . a clear sky, a ringing Angelus 
wafted of clear air from some far steeple, 
an uplifted heart. 
It is a pungent odor, a smoldering fire, 
a burned marshmallow, a drifting song, 
a soft whisper. 
. . . a smell of new books, a little girl's 
squeal, a small boy's groan. 
It is a holiday feeling, a shriek of 
"trick or treat," golden turkey, a full 
stomach. 
Autumn is a symphony, allegro, mod-
erato, gentle, composed by God, played 
by men. 
(17) 
BY DON INGLETT 
When I was a child . . 
Rich man, poor man, beggar man, thief. 
She ran out of buttons. Terry's gonna marry a thief. 
A thief, a thief, they chanted. 
To the peach tree, she ran, always to the peach tree. 
Leaning against it she cried. With a shower of petals the 
tree seemed to cry with her. But, they weren't real tears 
she thought. The tree is laughing at me. Funny, the branches 
are getting bare. Be it from laughter or tears. 
Looking down she saw where the rosin of the tree 
had gotten on her dress. "Mother won't like it." 
In fact, mother will be very angry, she thought. In a moment 
of violent temper she kicked the peach tree. The petals 
fell down in a greater flood tickling her face. She stopped 
crying and looked up to see the tree as it really was, not 
as a force, but, as so many feathery light TV antennas. 
If I could go up into the sky with the branches . . . go up just like . . . Just like Mary Poppins. She giggled, Mary Poppins 
with her funny green umbrella. I'll go read Mary Poppins 
again, Terry thought to herself as she ran into the house 
to get the book. 
The first thing she noticed in the house was the smell 
of little green onions mother was using in the salad, just as she did every spring. Funny, but Terry suddenly 
felt as if she had done this before. Run in out of the 
pink peach sky into the warm blue kitchen and smelled the 
little green onions that mother was putting into the salad. 
But she couldn't have. Not and be thinking about Mary 
Poppins, because this was the first in her eight years 
that she had owned the book. It was a this year's Christ-
mas present. This year's? Last year's? Year before last? 
Time fell in on her in a stream, in a flood, in a shower 
of pink peach blossoms and dark green Mary Poppins books 
driving like hail in the pink fluffiness. The sun was 
lost behind them as Terry became lost in her thoughts again. 
Life is so strange. One day I think this. Another I think that, 
Looking at the floor she saw her feet grow away from her 
making her taller and taller. "Mother, have you noticed how 
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. . . ? Nothing." She looked up at her mother and seemed to 
shrink. She shrank so fast Terry wondered if she had grown 
at all. Now she was a little girl saying, "Yes ma'am." 
And washing her hands with the same bar of green soap at 
the same yellow basin in the same bath room with the 
same light brown walls. She had a feeling of never stopping, but 
of time and cleaniness going on. 
Some day some one will write a book about me and then 
I'll stop. I'll be right there between the pages, stopped. 
Just like Winnie the Pooh. I can always find Winnie for he's 
there. No more hide and seek. No more being nowhere. I'll 
always be somewhere. Except when I sleep of course. 
But Winnie never slept. He was always somewhere. Grand-
mother is dead. She's not in a book. She's always nowhere. 
If I were dead, would I always be nowhere? 
Nowhere. Somewhere. Where? How do I get to nowhere? 
If I could reach the iodine bottle. Mother said never to 
"Coming, Mother." 
Terry ran down stairs to supper. And when she got there 
she was glad she was somewhere. They were having straw- 
berry shortcake for desert. However, if she were to stand 
on the chair from her playhouse . . . 
MUSIC 
BY DIANE FENNELL 
Strange, abstractive music, 
You captivate and imprison men. 
Many ages are spent 
Listening, waiting, hoping 
For that strain that fulfills 
All, and frees its prisoner. 
Ah, but man desirous as he is 
Only wants it again. 
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REFLECTIONS ON THE KINSEY REPORT 
BY BILL FREE 
0, that evil Doctor Kinsey 
Put the country in a frenzy 
By exposures of the sexes 
In the U. S. A. and Texas. 
Out of questions by the millions 
Came statistics by the trillions— 
Tell me will you lady 
What do you do in bed? 
Have you ever had relations 
With your great-great uncle Ned? 
There's a hundred thousand ladies 
Who will surely end in Hades 
From illicit copulation 
That runs rampant through the nation. 
But alas my friends I pray you 
Please take care you don't fall prey to 
These conglomerated rumors 
Concerning sex and bloomers: 
They will only cause neuroses, 
Mass hysteria, psychoses, 
Schizophrenia and such 
Till you'll surely slip your clutch! 
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THE POTTED MEAT MAN 
BY MARGARET WILHOIT 
"Don't you dare get out of the yard, now, Ruby, or the pot-
ted meat man will get you." 
Ruby didn't say anything, but nodded her head slightly. 
She stood there, her arms hanging limply at her sides—arms 
which lacked a long way from touching the narrow bands which 
bound the sleeves of her dress, with its flowers that had long 
ago lost their color. She raised her head to watch her mother 
disappear around the house with the basket filled with dingy, 
soggy clothes. 
Ruby stooped down, picked up the small tin shovel and dint-
ed aluminum pan, and began walking toward the only tree big 
enough to give shade to the yard. She sat down with her back 
against the tree, put the pan beside her, and began scooping up 
the dirt with the shovel. The dirt was black, and if she leaned 
over far enough her dark threads of hair left brush-like marks 
as she swept it across the ground. 
Sometimes when she struck a gravel or piece of glass, the 
gritty sound made chill bumps stand out on her arms and legs. 
If the pieces of glass were colored, she dropped them in a mayon-
naise jar lid that she had uncovered. Someday she was going to 
build a garden. 
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She had filled the pan once, emptied it, and was refilling 
it when her shovel struck something different from anything 
she had come across yet. She dug down into the dirt with her 
hand and brought this object up. It was small round and gray. 
Ruby ran her finger around its smooth edge and turned the ob-
ject over. On this side she could detect the faint outline of an ani-
mal's head and legs. Then she knew. Her uncle had given her 
one of these not too long ago and she had let him take it back 
to buy her a piece of candy wrapped in orange crinkly paper. The 
candy had tasted so good, even if her mother had fussed at her 
for getting the melted chocolate on her face. The candy had come 
from the store which was not too far down the road for a person 
to walk. 
Ruby stood up. Then she suddenly remembered—the potted 
meat man ! Ruby had hated potted meat ever since she could re-
member, even when her mother mixed it with scrambled eggs. 
With every bite she had ever eaten, she had thought of the little 
girls and boys who had been caught by the potted meat man and 
ground up to make it. 
But this was in the middle of the day and surely the potted 
meat man wouldn't be out now, since most children ran away 
from home at night or early in the morning. Anyway, she wasn't 
really sure she believed in the potted meat man. 
She ran to the front of the house, placed her body against it, 
and edged her head slowly toward the corner until she could see 
the clothes line in the back yard. She could see her mother's back 
moving from side to side as she slung the sickle thru the tall 
weeds beneath the clothesline. The basket was still half-filled 
with clothes. 
Ruby turned and ran out of the yard, but slowed down to a 
walk when she was out on the road. There was no one anywhere 
around. The sun was shining brilliantly—enough to seep thru 
and give a feeling of warmth to the inside of a person. Ruby al-
most smiled. 
She looked up to see how far away the store was. She could 
barely see the building because of a volcano of dust that had shot 
up as a truck pulled out. 
The truck came closer and closer toward Ruby. Her heart 
paused for a second—the potted meat man! She placed her hand 
over her heart to keep it from pounding on thru her skin. 
She must run ! Anywhere! There was a clump of underbrush 
across the road—not too thick, but enough to hide a small girl. 
She darted across the road. 
* 	 * 	 * 
The man and woman sitting beside the bed looked up quickly 
as a sound came from the ghost-like bed. 
"Potted meat man ! Don't let the potted meat man get me !" 
the pleading voice trailed off to nothing. 
"Potted meat man? What's she talking about ?" the man 
asked. 
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"I dunno," the woman replied, as she buried her face in her 
hands. "I never dreamed it would cause this," the woman sobbed, 
her body shaking with each word. "I was afraid for her to leave 
home, `fraid that she'd get run over; so I had to tell her some-
thing. I told her the potted meat man got little children who ran 
away from home." 
"But why a crazy thing like that? Why?" The man looked 
across the room, his eyes covered with a glaze. "And what did 
the potted meat man story have to do with the accident?" 
"I dunno, I dunno.—Unless—" 
"What kind of truck ran over her?" 
"A Star Meat truck." 
"Star Meat truck?" The man jumped up. "Do you know 
what that truck has on top of the cab ?" 
The woman nodded. She knew. How well she knew. She had 
seen the picture of the potted meat can every time the truck 
passed the house. 
Poor little Ruby. She knew the truth about Santa Claus and 
the Easter bunny, but she still believed in the potted meat man. 
She must tell Ruby that there is no potted meat man. Yes, she 
must tell her. 
The woman loked up. She could sense her husband had been 
looking at her. Now she followed his gaze over to the bed. 
She looked back at her husband. 
The potted meat man had gotten her little Ruby. 
RAIN 
BY NANCY FRANKLIN 
Rain—gentle, steady, palpitating rain. 
Down—onward it sounds. 
Deep, mellow, profound, 
Like beating blood pumping in the depths of a vein. 
Far off in the distance in the deep fertile main, 
Come echoes repeating of rains abound. 
Rains soaked in the rain-filled clods of the ground. 
Rain—gentle, throbbing, palpitating rain. 
Till now, gently falling from the clouds it draws. 
Till now, cleanly brisking off the face of the world. 
But suddenly—steepingly—as from the depths of jaws, 
The wind sweeps forth torrents—aghast and awhirl! 
Now grasping! Now clutching firmly like claws 
Of a power that seeks vengeance unfurled! 
Then on the soggy, spongy earth, 
Late shines the light of more gentle birth. 
The rain passes on to a steady calm 
And bathes the face of the earth with a soothing balm. 
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I HAVEN'T SEEN 
A TV GUY GIVE ONLY HOME-TOWN WEATHER 
BY RALPH MARTIN 
As everybody that has a TV set knows, The Weather has 
supplanted Washington, D. C., as an important preoccupation 
of the American people. 
In Abraham Lincoln's time the nation's menfolks sat around 
the potbellied stove in the general store and wondered what was 
going on up in Washington, D. C 
Now they sit around their TV sets and wonder what that 
High is going to do in the Great Lakes region, and will that Low 
get down from Canada in time to affect the hunting season. 
We are becoming a nation of experts on Weather. Used to 
be a Low was a tire that didn't have enough air in it. Now any 
grade school pupil knows a Low is something on the weather 
map. 
I haven't seen a TV weather guy yet who takes up his time 
telling ONLY about the weather in the local area—which is all 
the weather one guy is likely to feel in one day. 
But they have to tell you what the weather is in Florida, so 
you wish you were there! 
Who can remember back to when the only Front we knew 
anything about was the Western Front of wartime? Now ama-
teur weather experts all over the country can't go to bed at night 
without knowing what the Weather Front is. 
I don't know how it got that way but the weather here late-
ly has got more Fronts than a Hollywood actress. We don't know 
what is back of the actress' front but we know nothing but air 
is back of the Weather Front. 
The fact that we rarely, if ever, GET the weather the TV 
weather experts predict doesn't faze the home experts who watch 
them. The home experts just feel better when they go to bed at 
night knowing (1) the light is out, (2) the cat is out and (3) 
that Dangerous Low is out to sea. 
Who can remember back to when we could really tell what 
the weather was gonna be in a few hours? For instance, when 
we saw the old sows carrying corncobs in their mouth to the 
back end of the hog pasture we knew it was gonna come a North-
er and it was not going to be long about it. 
We don't tell weather that way any more. We tell weather 
by turning a knob, or reading "Weather" in our newspaper. I 
sure feel sorry for us if we ever get lost in the woods and our 
paper boy can't find us. 
Personally, I want to give weather back to the experts and 
wonder more what's going on in Washington, D. C. 
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THE ETERNAL HITCH-HIKERS 
BY JAMES H. McKISSICK 
I don't know why I stopped when she held up her hand ; I 
had passed several hitch-hikers without thought. However, I 
did stop, and because I did, I'll never stop wondering if her com-
panion was actually the man he appeared to me to be. I'll start 
my tale, as is the custom at the beginning . . . 
I was travelling last July from Chattanooga, Tennessee, to 
Little Rock, Arkansas, accompanied by my uncle's prize collie, 
"Monster." Uncle Richard had gone ahead with his car, which 
was well packed with children, suitcases and various odds-and-
ends that the visitors to Chattanooga invariably are convinced 
they cannot do without. Finally, after two hundred miles or so 
I had become rather lonely for human companionship; I have 
since tried to convince myself this loneliness was the reason for 
my stopping. I still wonder, however, if it wasn't a weird joke of 
some heavenly gagster played upon me. They were a strange 
looking couple—at least, the woman was ordinary enough, but 
the man was strange enough for two. He was old, bareheaded, 
with a Shock of white hair that hung down sideways over one 
eyebrow. He dragged one foot, not so much with a limp as with 
a sort of hesitation. And there was a nervous tic in one side of 
his face, a twitching of the cheek, that was perhaps more marked 
at the moment because he was in a state of anger. The woman 
was plainly looking after him, mothering him, perhaps, even 
though she was obviously his junior; not much past middle age, 
a faded blonde, gray-haired now; you could guess that in her 
youth she had been rather attractive, just as you could guess 
that the clothes she was wearing had once been expensive, but 
now they had lost their shape and so had she, leaving her plump 
and rather badly dressed. 
It was she, when I stopped, who asked me for a hitch, in 
English marked by a strong foreign accent. Surprised at the un-
expected accent, I hesitated for a short time, and when I did so 
the man barked something in a foreign language. I have said he 
was rather angry; his fattish face, which might normally have 
been clay-colored was flushed, and his gestures were jerky. The 
woman turned and spoke to him soothingly before addressing 
herself to me. 
"He—he is in a hurry," she said. 
"Where are you heading for ?" I asked, and this time it was 
she who hesitated. 
"It does not matter," she said, at last. "Where do you go ?" 
"Little Rock." 
"We would like to go there too, please," she said very 
quickly. 
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Saying, "Thank you," she opened the rear door and helped 
the man in. Almost from the start it was evident that for some 
strange reason Monster disliked the strangers ; he sat himself, 
growling continually, on the front seat beside me with chin rest-
ing on the back so as to keep his eye on them. 
When they had become settled, I started off again, and the 
woman began to talk rapidly to the man in the back seat. 
After graduating from high school, I had joined the Air 
Force, and had been stationed for two years with the occupation 
forces in Germany. While there, I, as did most of the American 
troops, spent a good portion of my spare time in bars and cock-
tail lounges talking to the German girls. As a result I had learned 
to speak very bad German and to understand it comparatively 
well. Since that time I had had no need for my rather limited 
abilities as a linguist, so had forgotten a good bit. So it was a 
minute or two before I could even be sure that it was German 
that the woman was speaking, and it was much longer than that 
before my ear became attuned sufficiently to understand even a 
part of what she was saying. 
I heard the voices, and by shifting my position in the driv-
er's seat I could get a glimpse of their faces in the mirror, or 
rather of the man's face, as he sat immediately behind me. He 
had lost his high flush, and his cheeks were now an unhealthy 
clay color and he was sitting comparatively still. It was with sur-
prise that I noticed what charming blue eyes he had—the deep-
est blue. Wonderful eyes, fantastically out of place in that un-
healthy face. I thought he must in his youth have been a man of 
mark. Then I realized he was speaking German, and I remem-
bered the dragging leg and the twitching face; we all know what 
happened in the concentration camps in Germany. He must have 
been one of the few lucky ones who survived the horrible things 
that happened there and must have had the supreme good 
fortune of being admitted to the United States after the war. 
"Have you been over here long ?" I asked. 
The German talk broke off abruptly. 
"Not very long," said the woman after a pause. 
"Do you like it here ?" I imagine she had been asked that 
question many times, because she replied, "Yes, very much, 
thank you," in a manner that seemed almost as if she were re-
peating the lines of a play in which she was forced to participate 
but found very boring. 
My interruption brought the conversation to a halt for a 
moment, and it was some seconds later that I heard the man 
ask, in German, "What did he say ?" His voice was harsh and 
toneless. 
"He asked how long we had been here." 
"Police." 
"No. No, my darling." 
The word "polizei" startled me for a moment, until I realized 
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that people who have escaped from Hitler's Germany are ob-
sessed with the thought of police. 
"You are sure ?" 
""Yes, of course. Look at the pretty dog, darling." The wom-
an said this to him in the same way that an adult would distract 
a child who had hurt himself. 
"He is like Blondi," said the man. He extended his hand 
toward Monster, who immediately began growling again. When 
she saw Monster's neck muscles began to tighten, the woman 
convinced the man to withdraw his hand. 
After Monster was quite again, the man soon began to 
speak to the woman. 
"He does not go fast," he said. 
Normally I am a fast driver, but with some of my attention 
distracted towards my passengers I was certainly driving slow-
ly; other cars were overtaking us fairly frequently. 
"He goes fast enough," said the woman soothingly. My ear 
was quite attuned to German now. 
"And he goes to Washington ?" 
"Oh yes, my darling. He is going to Washington." 
That made me stir a little in my seat. I had said nothing 
that could have, even by the wildest twist of words, been in-
terpreted as referring to Washington. 
"It seems like a long way," said the man. 
"Yes, it is a long way to Washington." 
There was the name again. I was not mistaken. I could not 
be—not the same word twice ! 
"We have been travelling many days," said the man. 
"Oh no, my darling. Not very long." 
"It seems a long time," said the man. In the rear-view mir-
ror I could see him put a shaking hand to his forehead with a 
gesture of weary puzzlement. 
"We shall soon be there," said the woman. She still spoke 
to him as if he were a child. 
"Of course it is a large country," said the man. "I was for-
getting. Washington is farther than Moscow." 
"Yes my darling, we shall soon be there." 
The situation was obvious to me now. The old man was a 
little off his rocker—as was likely to be the case with anyone 
who had escaped from Hitler's Germany—and was obsessed 
with the idea of going to Washington to lay his imaginary griev-
ances before the Executive. His wife was keeping him travelling 
round the United States, hitching, eternally hitching, always 
with the promise that they were on their way to Washington. I 
wondered how long she had been keeping this up; to the old man 
a month would appear no longer than a week. She was doing 
an intelligent thing, for although cranks in plenty arrive in 
Washington with grievances, violent ones are not long tolerated. 
An ill-timed outburst might result in deportation, if it did not 
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end in the old man being put behind bars. 
"Would you like to stop for lunch ?" I asked, "We can stop 
for a while if you want." 
"Thank you. My husband, he does not like to wait." 
"What does he say ?" asked the old man in German, and the 
wife explained to him. 
"Did you tell him who I am?" he went on. 
"No, darling." 
"Why not? He would join us." 
"Oh no, darling." 
"Another member for the Party," said the man, in a louder, 
more violent tone. "Perhaps—" 
"No, darling. We have enough." 
"Yes. Thousands on thousands !" said the man. "The Day 
comes—" 
"Hush, darling. Do not tire yourself now." 
As he spoke the old man had become wildly excited, half 
rising in the back seat and waving his arms. It took all his wife's 
persuasion and the touch of her hand on his arm to quiet him 
down. Monster gave a warning growl. 
"Quiet, Monster," I said, and then, over my shoulder, "Your 
husband must be still." 
"Yes—oh yes," said the wife, desperately anxious to please, 
and she whispered urgently to him. I was sorry that she whis-
pered, because when the old man had asked if I knew who he 
was my curiosity was aroused. Presumably he had been the lead-
er of some forgotten political party in pre-Hitler Germany, driv-
en insane by the brutal treatment Hitler's political rivals met 
with on his accession to power. We drove on for some time in 
comparative quiet, the conversation in the back seat remaining 
at a low pitch, somewhat to my disappointment. 
"You're Germans, I suppose ?" I asked. 
"Yes, we are Germans. Do you speak German ?" 
"No," I said. That was half a lie, and I hesitate to admit it. 
But the temptation was overwhelming. Once more in the rear-
view mirror I saw those handsome blue eyes turn toward the 
woman, and the brief conversation had to be translated to him. 
"Ask him how long before we reach Washington," he said. 
"How far do we have to go?" she asked me; she was tact-
fully leaving the world "Washington" out of her question—I 
suppose it was a situation she had encountered many times be-
fore. 
"About twelve hours more, I imagine," I answered, help-
ing her out. That was about the time that, with luck, we could 
reach Little Rock, but she told him eight days. 
"There is time then !" said the old man, excited once again. 
"Soon I shall be in the White House.' 
This confirmed what I was already almost sure of. He was 
undoubtedly crazy, and headed for trouble. If he chose the White 
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House as the place in which to air his grievances he would not 
get beyond the second sentence. 
"Yes, darling," said the woman. "Naturally." 
I was eager to know who he was, in hopes that I might have 
heard of him during my drinking bouts while in Germany. Per-
haps he might have been someone prominent in pre-war German 
politics, perhaps even the leader of one of the innumerable Ger-
man parties ; in that case he would have undoubtedly gone into 
a concentration camp if he had been foolish enough to stay in 
the country after Hitler's rise to power, and that would account 
for his insanity—no other explanation was necessary. 
"Did you have a bad time during the war ?" I asked. 
"Yes, we had a bad time during the war," she said, after 
having hesitated for a moment. 
"What did he say?" asked the old man. 
"He asked about the war." 
"The war! Traitors ! Cowards!" raved the old man. 
My curiosity was still further aroused; I wondered to whom 
he was referring. Hitler and all his gang were traitors, without 
doubt, but it would be difficult to call them cowards. Presumably 
he meant some section of the opposition to Hitler. I shifted my 
position to look again in the driving mirror, and met his eyes 
looking at me. They glittered ; that is the exact word. They had 
a kind of metallic sheen, like no eyes I had ever seen before, ex-
cept perhaps once in the eyes of a drunk-crazed G. I. intent on 
rape. They were fantastically out of place in that puffy, pasty 
face—Then we came to a town on the road, and I had to slow 
down for the twenty-five mile zone. 
"We go very slowly," said the old man. 
"We are going through a town," explained his wife as pa-
tiently as ever. 
"We must go fast if we are to be in time to end the govern-
ment," he replied. 
That really made me stir in my seat ; if he had revolution in 
mind, and not a mere public protest or a petitioning of the Presi-
dent, he was heading for real trouble. And presumably he was a 
Communist, with this talk of overthrowing the government. And 
it occurred to me that when he had talked about arriving at the 
White House he had meant entering it as a conqueror, not a vis-
itor. 
During the next several moments my attention was taken 
entirely in getting away from the town and traffic. Finally when 
I was again on the open road, I heard him talking to his wife. 
Although I didn't catch enough of his speech to know what he 
was talking about, two words were clear enough—"International 
Jewry !" ; there could be no mistaking them either. And then he 
started talking so rapidly I couldn't catch at all what he was say-
ing. There was one word, however, that because he kept repeat-
ing it, I finally understood it. It was the name of his wife, Eva. 
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It was something to know the woman's name, and there was 
something more than that, too, but what it was I could not think 
of for a moment. When I did at last grasp the implications I put 
them aside as nonsense. There are, at the least, a hundred thou-
sand German women called Eva. Besides, the Eva I thought of 
had been dead for over ten years, a suicide. 
The voice behind me went on, always at the highest pitch of 
emotion. Here and there I caught words and phrases. 
"Bolsheviks. I shall march in, Eva"—that name again—
"Plutocrats," "Jews." 
"Yes, darling, yes," said Eva. 
"Next week will be the hour!" said the old man. 
A frantically gesticulating hand struck the roof of the car. 
"Please calm yourself, darling," said Eva, soothingly as ever. 
"Eight days, did he say, Eva ? Tell him to hurry." 
"Yes, darling, I will ask him, if you will calm yourself," she 
said, turning to me. 
"Isn't this beautiful country ?" she asked me. 
"Yes, I think it's among the most beautiful I've ever seen," 
I replied. 
She made some remark about how warm it was and that she 
hoped it didn't rain before turning again to her husband. 
"He says he is going as fast as is safe, Adolf." 
It was then that I had the flat, and just managed to hold 
the car on the road until I could slow it down enough to pull off 
to the side. 
"What is the matter ?" demanded the old man in German. 
"Why do we stop ?" asked Eva in English. 
"We have a flat," I told her. "I shall have to change a 
wheel." 
After getting out, I opened the rear door and said, "I am 
afraid you and your husband had better get out while I change 
the wheel." 
Eva was patting Adolf's arm to quiet him, as I went round 
to the back to get out the jack from the trunk. They climbed 
heavily out of the car, and stood in the late afternoon sunshine. 
Adolf was talking wildly again ; I could hear him while I opened 
the trunk. 
"It should not happen," he said. "Do you remember how 
Wneck's army arrived too late at Berlin ? Shall we be too late 
when we arrive in Washington?" 
"No, darling, no," said Eva. "We shall be in time." 
I had almost finished changing the tire when I looked up to 
see Eva and Adolf preparing to climb into a car that had stopped 
to offer aid. I don't know whether she asked for a ride or 
whether the man offered it, but there they were climbing in. I 
saw Eva tenderly help Adolf to climb in, with his dragging leg 
and his twitching body, before she walked around to get in the 
other side. Then the car drove off, and I had not taken note of 
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its number; at that time I had not made any decision at all about 
what I ought to do about the situation. My mind had not fully 
digested all this material, about Adolf with his harsh voice and 
his blue eyes, his hatred for International Jewry, his memory of 
a dog called Blondi, his Party, his excitability, his wife named 
Eva, his general named Wenck who had failed to relieve Berlin. 
It was not until I had changed the wheel and started again 
up the road myself that I met a highway patrolman and flagged 
him down, and he looked at me pityingly when I told him that I 
was looking for a Ford whose color I was not certain about. On 
the highways there are plenty of Fords. And then I told the 
patrolman who it was who was riding in the Ford, and he looked 
at me even more pityingly, but with a glance of sharp inquiry 
as well. 
"That's who it looked like," I said hurriedly, making a clum-
sy joke out of it. 
And I have seen that pitying look on the faces of the one or 
two other people I have told about this incident, too. That is why 
I am telling this as fiction. Pure fiction. Or perhaps that was not 
a man to whom I gave a hitch. It may have been a spirit, con-
demned by the gods to eternal wandering. 
THE FEELING 
BY BILL FREE 
Jeb sat staring out the window at the road. It was dark. A 
full moon cast shadows of trees and fields of corn across the 
road. Jeb's eyes searched the night for a strange movement or 
an unfamiliar shadow but saw only the road and the shadows of 
the trees and corn. 
Jeb was only fifty-six years old but he looked seventy. The 
hard work of a farmer's life and the worry of raising twelve kids 
had aged him more than had the years. His neck was criss-
crossed with deep wrinkles and his hair and handlebar mustach 
were completely gray. 
He got up from his chair and walked to the table that stood in 
the center of the drab farmhouse room. He picked up the shot-
gun that lay on the table and broke it open. The two shells lay 
in the barrels just as they had five minutes ago. He laid the gun 
down and paced across the room. 
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His wife looked up from her knitting, "You been jumpy all 
evening, Jeb. What's wrong?" 
Jeb didn't answer. He walked back to the window and con-
tinued looking at the road and the moonlit fields. 
The trouble had been building up gradually since Jeb came 
in after his early morning chores to eat breakfast before going 
out to plow the south field. His wife had already put big platters 
of biscuits and ham and eggs on the table when he noticed that 
there were only two places set. 
"Where's Tom ? Ain't he going to eat ?" asked Jeb as he 
washed. 
"He had to go to Fulton early this morning. Something 
about the Veteran business, I think," answered his wife. 
Tom, their youngest son and the only child left at home, had just returned from Korea. He had been helping Jeb with the 
farming. 
"Say when he'd get back ?" asked Jeb. 
"Said it'd be late. He's going to see a couple of friends of 
his while he's there." 
"Guess I'll have to plow that south field by myself then," 
Jeb said as they sat down. They ate quietly and listened to the 
morning news. 
"And now the state news," said the voice on the radio. "The 
two convicts who killed a guard and escaped from the state peni-
tentiary yesterday afternoon are still at large and are reported 
to be in the south Pickens County area." 
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Jeb looked up from his eggs. "Don't reckon they'll get up 
in this end of the county do you ?" 
"I doubt it," said his wife. "Sheriff Goodner'll catch them 
if they fool around in this county." 
"Goodner couldn't catch measles in an epidemic," snorted 
Jeb. He swallowed the last mouthful and got up from the table. 
"Now I got a field to plow." 
As he went into the living room he heard his wife mutter, 
"I sure hope them fellows don't get up in this part of the county." 
"I knowed it was going to be a bad day when I got up," Jeb 
grumbled. "I could feel it in my bones." 
Before he left for the south field he put two shells in his 
shotgun. 
As he walked to the barn he thought of the escaped convicts, 
but they were in the other end of the county. No trouble out of 
them. They would be caught before they got this far. 
The hot sun made Jeb forget the convicts as he plowed back 
and forth across the field, cutting deep furrows in the red soil. 
Jeb liked to farm. He liked to make things grow, although in 
the past he had sometimes had trouble growing enough to feed 
them all. But now that he had Tom to help him and fewer mouths 
to feed, life was a little easier. He wished Tom was there to help 
him plow this field. 
When he stopped to wipe the sweat from his face and arms 
he saw Sheriff Goodner crossing the ridges and valleys of dirt 
toward him. Jeb waved his hand and shouted, "Hello, Sheriff. 
What brings you to this part of the county?" 
The sheriff was a big man whose jaws shook as he talked. 
"I'm looking for those two men that broke jail." 
"Are they up here ?" asked Jeb thinking of the report on 
the radio. 
"Think so," said the Sheriff. "We had a road block down in 
the lower part of the county but now we think they broke 
through. A storekeeper down in Greenville thinks she spotted 
them." 
"That's just ten miles from here," Jeb thought aloud. 
"Yep," said the Sheriff in his usual lazy manner. "We're 
searching the area. Figure they may be hiding out up here. Just 
thought I'd tell you. Nothing to worry about. Just keep an eye 
open and let me know if you see anything strange." 
Nothing to worry about! With everybody's women and chil-
dren left at home and unprotected and two killers on the loose. 
If a man couldn't worry about that, what could he worry about? 
Although only half the field was plowed, he unhitched the horses 
and led them back toward the house. 
For the rest of the day and all through supper Jeb had 
thought about the killers. He hadn't told his wife about his con-
versation with the Sheriff. No use in worrying her. But she had 
noticed that something was wrong at supper when he dropped 
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his fork when his hound dog scratched at the door, and now as 
he turned and walked back to his place by the window she had 
noticed it again. 
"What's the matter with you ?" she asked. 
"I got a feeling something's wrong," he said. 
"You and your feelings," she replied rather impatiently. 
"You got a feeling that tells you when to plant your crops and 
you got a feeling that tells you when the fish are biting and you 
got a feeling that tells you this and a feeling that tells you that." 
"And they're mostly right," said Jeb defending himself. 
When she didn't reply he returned to his vigil at the window. The 
lights of a car came up the road and stopped at his house. "Some-
body's come," he said. 
It was the sheriff. Jeb opened the door to meet him as he 
hurried across the yard. His face was drawn into a tight mask. 
"What's the matter, Sheriff ?" asked Jeb. 
"Those killers broke into Joe Presley's place a while ago and 
tried to steal his car. Joe came out with his gun and tried to stop 
them. He killed one of them but the other one shot Joe and got 
away. Joe's in a pretty bad way." 
Jeb's hand trembled. Presley's place was only a mile from 
his own. All at once he knew that the remaining killer was com-
ing to his place. 
The Sheriff continued. "We've got the other killer trapped 
in this area. He can't get away. I want you to be on the lookout, 
and if you see anything call us." 
"If he comes here I'll kill him myself," Jeb said. He had 
never had any confidence in the Sheriff. 
"Dont be a fool, Jeb," said the Sheriff. "Presley tried that 
and look what it got him." 
"He wasn't ready. I am." 
"I havent time to argue with you now, Jeb. Just promise me 
you'll call if you see anything." 
"We'll call," said Jeb's wife. 
The sheriff was gone and the radio began to tell of the 
shooting at Presley's. 
Jeb closed and locked the back door and all the windows. He 
turned out every light in the house except the one in the living 
room. Then he picked up his shotgun and waited by the window. 
It was only a matter of time now. The killer would come and 
Jeb would kill him. 
Outside, the shadows and the darkness were still the same. 
Jeb waited for a long time. Neither he nor his wife spoke. The 
only sound was the voice of the radio comedian. Then he saw a 
shadow move. A man was walking along the road. The man 
turned into his yard and started toward the house. 
"He's coming. The killer's coming," said Jeb breathlessly. 
His hands grew white around the barrel of the shotgun. 
"Call the sheriff," whispered his wife. 
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"Ain't time," said Jeb. "Quick, turn out the lights !" 
His wife flicked the switch that plunged the room into dark-
ness. 
The man outside stopped. He stared at the house, trying 
to look through the walls and see what waited inside. "He's 
suspicious now," thought Jeb. "But his curiosity will get the 
best of him and he'll come in, and then I'll kill him." 
The man cautiously moved toward the house. With soft 
steps he crossed the porch and stopped at the door. 
Jeb backed up against the wall facing the door. He held his 
shotgun tightly in his hands. His heart beat harder and harder 
as the knob turned slowly. The door swung inward. 
The man stood silhouetted against the opening. He glanced 
around the room seeking a clue to its contents. 
The roar of the shotgun rattled the windows and echoed 
through the house. The man in the doorway spun to the left and 
collapsed to the floor with a groan. 
The sound died away. Only the smoke and smell of gunpow-
der remained. 
The voice of the radio spoke clearly in the room. "A special 
bulletin—The Sheriff of Pickens County and his posse have just 
captured the remaining escaped convict in a field some two miles 
east of the Presley farm, where shooting occurred earlier this 
evening." 
Jeb stood still for a moment. The shotgun fell from his 
hands. Quickly he ran to the switch and flooded the room with 
light. His wife screamed. He only stared in horror at the body 
on the floor. 
The dead eyes of his son Tom stared back at him. 
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